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“HEROI-COMIC POEM. 
CANTO L 
By PETER PINDAR, Esa 
a a aoe 
Prima Syracofio, dignata eft ludere Verfa - 
Noftra, nec erubuit Sylvas habitare Thalig = 


Cum canerem Reges et Pralia, Cynthius Aurem 
Vellit et admonuit—— . Vraoir, 


I, who fo Jately in: my lyric Lays, = 

Sung to the Praife and Glory of R— A= 35. 

And fweetly tun’d to Love the melting Line, 

With Ovid's Art, and Sappho’s Warmth divine; 

Said (nobly daring !) “© Musx exalt thy Wings, 

s Love, and the Sons or Canvass, quit. for K—cs.” 

APOLLO, laughing at my Powers of Song, 

Cry’d, “ Perer Prnpar, prithee hold thy Tongue.” 

But I, like Poets, /elf-/ufficient grown, 
Reply’d, “¢ Apoxxo, prithee-hold thy ew.” 


SER tt aaa 
LONDON: 
PRINTED AND SOLD BY J. JARVIS, IN THE STRAND. 


MDCCLXXXV. |. 
(PRICE ONE. SHILLING AND SIXPENCE.) 
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To the READER. 


GENTLE READER, 


Ir is neceflary to inform thee, that his M y actually difco- 
vered fome time ago, as he fat at table, a Louse on his plate. 
The emotion occafioned by the unexpected appearance of fuch a 
gueff, can be better imagined than defcribed. 

An edict was, in confequence, paffed for fhaving the Cooks 
and Scullions, and the unfortunate Loufe condemned to Die. 

Such is the foundation of the Lousiap.—With what degree 
of merit the Poem is executed, the uncritical as well as critical 
Reader will decide. 

The ingenious AUTHOR, who ought to be allowed to know Jfome- 
what of the matter, hath been heard privately to declare, that in 
his opinion the Batrachomyomachia of Homer, the Secchia Rapita 
of Taffoni, the Lutrin of Boileau, the Difpenfary of Garth, and 
the Rape of the Lock of Pope, are not to be compared to it,— 
and to exclaim at the fame time, with all the mode/ affurance of 
an AUTHOR— | 


Cedite Scriptores Romani, cedite Graii— 


Nil ortum in terris, Lou/ada, melius. 
which, for the fake of the mere Englifh Reader, is thus beauti- 
fully tranflated :-— 


Roman and Latin Authors, great and {mall, 
The Author of the Lousrap beats you ALL. 


L OUs ILA DD 


CANTO I. 


HE LOUSE, I fing, that from fome head unknown, 
T Yet born and educated near a throne, | 
Dropp’d down,—(fo will’d the dread decrees of Fate,) 
With legs wide {prawling on the M——eh’s plate ; 

Juft like a Cat, amidft his moufing joys, 

Whirl’d from a gartet window by the boys; 

Or (if like lofty Blackmore I may rife) 

Juft like a DOG unto th’ affrighted fkies, 


High tofs’d by horns that deck the.curling ikull 


Of fome gigantic wild Theffalian bull ; 
B Seen 


[6 | 

Seen was this LOUSE, as with the Royal brood, 
Our hungry K*** amus’d himfelf with food ; 

Which proves (tho’ fcarce believ’d by one in ten) 
That Kings have appetites fike common men ; | 
And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, 

They feed on more fabftantial {tuff than air. 

Paint, heav’nly Mufe, the Jook, the very look, 

That of the S——-n’s face poffcffion took, 


When firft he faw the LOUSE in folemn ftate, -- 


Grave as a Spaniard, march acrofs the plate! - 

Yet, could a LOUSE a Britith King furprize,. 
And, like a pair of faucers, ftretch his eyes? | 

The little tenant of a mortal on 

Shake the great RuLER of three realms with Dreap ? 
Good Lord! (as Somebody fublimely fings,) 

What great effects arife from /ittle things! 


As many a loving fwain and nymph can tell, 


Who, following Nature’s law, have lov'd too weil! 7 


Not 


¢ 


[7] 


Not with more horror did his eyes behold, 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old, 
When Triumph hung upon his plotting brains, 
And dear Prerogative was juft in chains ; 
Not more aghuft he look’d, when ’midft the courfe, 
He tumbled in a ftag-chace from his horfe, | 
Where all his Nobles deem’d their M———ch dead, 
But luckily he pitch’d upon his Heap ! 
Not VENISson Eaters at the vanifh’d Far, 
With ftomachs wider than a Quaker’s hat ; 
Not with more borror Mr. Serjeant Pliant 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client ; 
Not with more horror ftares the rural rhaid, 
By hopes, by fortune-tellers, dreams, betray’d, — 
Who fees her ticket a dire blank arife, 
Too fondly thought the twenty thoufand prize, 

With which the fimple damfel meant, no doubt, 


To blefs her faithful fav’rite Corin Clout < 


Not 


[ 8 ] 
Not with more horror ftares each lengthen’d feature . 
Of fome fine fluttering, mincing Petit-maitre, 
When of a wanton chimney-fweeping wag, 
The Beau’s white veftment feels the footy bag: 
Not with more horror did the Devil look, 
When Dunftan by the nofe the demon took, 
(As gravely fay our legendary fongs) 
And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs 5 | 
Not Lady Worfley, chafte as many a nun, 
Look’d with more Jorror at Sir Richard’s fun, 
When rais’d on high to view her naked charms, 
He held the peeping Captain in his arms; 
Like David, that moft amorous little dragon, 
Ogling {weet Bethfheba siichinat a rag on: 
Not more the great® Sam Houfe with orror ftar’d,. 
By mob affronted to the very beard ; 


bs In Weftminfter Hall, where the /en/fe (the Author was juft ou to fay non- 
Jenfe) of the people was to be taken on an election, 


Whole 


Los 
Whofe impudence (enough to damn a jail) * 
Snatch’d from his waving hand his Fox’s tail, 
And ftuff'd it, ’midft his thunders of apptaufe, saree 
Full in the centre of Sam’s gaping jaws, 
That forcing down his patriotic throat, | 
Of Fox and Freedom. ftopp’d the glorious note. °° sD 
Not with more Jorror Bitty RaMus* ftar’d, 
When Purr+, the P—ce’s hair-dreffer, appear’d 
Amidft their eating room, with dread defign, - 


To ft with Paces, and with Paces dine! 


* Billy Ramus—emphatically and conftantly called by his M———y Billy Ramus. 
One of the Pages who fhaves the 5——~——n, airs his fhirt, reads to him, writes for 
him, and collects anecdotes. 


+ Puff, his R-y-1 H—gh—fs’s hair-dreffer, who attending him at Windtor, the 
P—ce, with his ufual good-nature, ordered him to dine with the Paces. The 
pride of the Pages immediately took fire, and a petition was difpatched to the K— 
and P—ce, to be relieved from the diftrefsful circumftance of dining with a bairs 
dreffer, The petition was treated with the proper contempt, and the Pages’ com- 
manded to receive Mr. Puff in their mefs, or quit the table. With unfpeakable 
mortification Mr. Ramus and his brethren fubmitted, but, like the poor Gentoos 
who have loft their Ca/?, have not held up their heads /ince, 


| | Cc Not 


[ 10 } 
Not more Afturias'* Princefs fook'd affright, 
At breakfaft, when her fpoufe, the wnpolite, 
Hurl’d, madly heedlefs both of time and place, 
A cup of boiling coffee im her face; | 
Becaufe the fair-one eat a better’d roll, | - 
On which the /e/fjh Prince had fix’d his foul: 
Not more a/fonifh’d look'd that Prinee to find 
‘His royal father to his face unkind; > ~~ vi 7 as 
Who to the caufe of -injur’d' beauty-won, | 
Seiz’d on the proud Probofcis of hiis-fon, 
(Juft like a TyGer of the Lybian fhade, 
Whote | furious claws the helplefs ae nse ; ~ 7 ts | 
And led him, till that SON its durance freed, - 
By’afking pardon,for the brutal deeds 
Led him thrice round the zoom (the flory goes). - 
Who follow'd with great pravity his note, —_ | 
a ee ee 2 
* This quarrel between the Prince of Afturias and his Princefs, with the inter- 


ference of the Spanifh Monarch, as defcrfbed here, is not a poetic fiction, but an 
abfolute fact, that happened not many months ago. 


Refolv’d 


[our J 
Refolv’d at firft (for Spaniards are ff ftuf) 
To afk 0 pardon, tho’ the snour came of: 
Not more a/fonift’d look’d that Spanith* King, 
Whene’er he mifs’d a {nipe upon the wing: 
Not more afonifh'd look’d that King of Spain, 
To fee his gun-boats blazing on the main ; 
Nor Doétor Johnfon more, to hear the tale 
Of vile Piozzi’s marrying Mrs. Thrale ; 
Nor Doétor Wilfon, child of am’rous folly, 
When young Mac Glyfter bore off Kit M‘Auley. 
What dire emotions fhock the M@——ch’s foul! 
Juft lke two billiard balls his eyes "pan roll, 
Whilft anger all his royal heart poffeft, 
That {welling, wildly bump’d againft his breaft, 
Bounc’d at his ribs with all its might fo ftout, 


As refolutely bent on jumping out, 


4 


* His Moft Catholic Majefty’s f{nipe-fhooting merits are univerfally acknow- 
ledged. Though far advanced in years, he is full the admiration of his fubje&s, 
and the envy of his brother Kings. | 

> hea 4 T’avenge 


{ 1] 
T’avenge with all its powers the dire difgrace, 
And nobly fpit in the offender’s ice; 
Thus a large dumpling to its cell confin’d, 
. ‘(A very apt allufion to my mind) 
Lies fnug, until the water waxeth hot, 
Then buftles ’midft the tempeft of the pot: 
In vain !—the lid keeps down the child of dough, 
That bouncing, tumbling, fweatitg, rolls below, 
“© O deareft partner of my throne !’’ (he cries, 
Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes) 
«© Thou brighteft gem of G---ge’s Royal Houfe, 
‘¢ Look there, and tell me if that’s not » LOUSE !” 
The Q— 


And with a {mile the dappled ftranger faw, 


look’d down, and then exclaim’d, ** Good la!” 


Each P---cefs {train’d her lovely neck to fee, 

And with another fmile exclaim’d, ** Good me !” 
“© O la! Good me! is that all you can fay *” 

(Our gracious M———ch cry’d with huge difmay.) 


Heav'ns ! 


C 13 J 


é¢ Heav'ns! can a filly vacant fmile take place 
‘¢ Upon your M@——y’s and Children’s face, 
s Whilft that vile Loufe (ah! foon to be unjointed !) 


‘¢ Affronts the prefence of the Lord’s Anointed ?” 


Dafh’d as if tax’d with Hell’s moft deadly fins, 
The Q 


and P—--ffes drew in their chins, 

Look’d prim, and gave each exclamation o’er, 

And very prudent, § word /pake never more.” 

Sweet Maps! the beauteous boaft of Britain’s iflem 
Speak---were thofe peerlefs lips forbid to fimile ? 

Lips! that the foul of fimple Nature moves--- 
Form’d by the bounteous hands. of all the Loves! 
Lies or Deticut! unftain’d by Satire’s gall ! 


Lips! that I never hi/s’d---and never fhall. 


go! to each trembling Page as mute’s a moufe, 
The pious M———cu cry’d, ° is this your Loufe:? 


D “ Ah} 


-. [ 4 J] 
“© Ah! Sire,” ¢reply’d each Page with pig-like whine) 


s¢ An’t pleafe your M Y, it 1s not mine.” 
<6 Not thine?” (the hafty Monarch cry’d agen) 


‘© What? what? what ?—who the devil’s is it then 2?” 


- Now at this fad event, the S——n fore, 

Got up, and could not eat a mouthful more ; 

Whilft his moft gracious Q—n, her ftomach ftudying, 
Stuck moft devoutly to the beef and pudding ; | 

For GERMANS are avery hearty sorT, 

. Whether begot in Pic-styeEs or a Court, 

Who bear (which fhews their hearts are not of /fone} 


The uls of others better than their own. 


Grim Terror feiz’d the fouls of ali the Pages,, 
Of different fizes, and of different ages ; 
-Frighten’d about their penfions or their bones,. 


They on each other gap’d, like Jacob’s fons ! 


to] - 
Now to a Pacs, but which, we can’t determine, 
The growling M——ch gave the plate and vermin : 
** Watch well that blackguard animal, (he cries) 


‘¢ That foon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies! 


¢ Watch, like a Cat, that vile marauding LOUSE, 
‘© Or G—se fhall play the devil in the Houfe. 


“ 
a 


Some head (I guefs) is of thofe crawlers full— 


@ 
a 


But lo! I'll trace him to the guilty fkull: 
“Yet fhould I fail, by too, too powerful Fare, 

‘© ]’ll {nip from cooks the honours of each pate ; 

“ The humble Scullions, with their tails of pig, 

«© Shall lofe their coxcomb locks, and wear a wig.” - 
Thus roar’d the Kwc,—not Hercules fo Bic ; 


And all the Palace echo'd—weEar Aa wic!. 


Fear, like an ague, ftruck the pale-nos’d Cooks—=. 
Now Anozr four'd like vinegar their looks ; 


Fierce 


( 16’) 
Fierce were th’ emottons of each Scullion’s foul, 


Whilft Pity blubber’d o’er each menac’d jowl. 


But lo! the great Coox-major comes! his eyes 
Fierce as the redd’ning flame that roafls and fries: 
His checks like Brappers, with high paffion glowing, 
Or like a fat DutcH TRUMPETER’s, when dlowing. 
A neat white Apron his huge corps embrac’d, 
Tied by two comely ftrings about his waift : 
AN Apron! that he purchas’d with his riches, 
To keep the greafe from off his velvet breeches— 
An Apron! that in Monmouth-ftreet, high hung, 


Oft to the winds with /weet deportment {wung. _ 


** Ye fons of Dripping, on your Major look !”* 
(In founds of deep-ton’d thunder cry’d the Cook) 
‘* By this white Apron,- that-no more can hope 


S¢ ‘To join the piece in Mr. InkiE’s fhop ; 


“ By 


4 
arr ee 
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[ 17 ] 
! s¢ By this white Apron, that one day may make 


‘¢ A handfome fhift to grace a daughter’s back ; 


aw” 


¢ That oft hath held the beft of Palace meat, 

‘¢ And from this forehead wip’d the briny fweat ; 

‘* T fwear, this Heap difdains to lofe he locks, 

‘© And thofe that do not, tell them they are Brocks. 
‘© Whofe heads, my Cooks, fuch vile difgrace endures ? 
«© Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours? 

‘¢ Ten thoufand crawlers in that Heap be hatch’d, 

«© For ever itching, but be never /cratch'd. 

‘¢ Oh! may the charming perquifite of greafe, 

«© The Mammon of your pocket, ne’er sncrea/ey— 


‘¢ GreAsE! that fo frequently hath brought you coin, 


‘¢¢ From VEAL; Porx, Mutton, and the Great Sir Lorn: 


‘¢ As fure as Gop made Mosss, if I catch 
‘¢ (And I’m as fharp’s a Cat upon the watch) 
‘© A Coox or ScuLLion with fo little wit, 
: *¢ T'll run him through the body with a fpit, 
E 


C6 Or 


[ 13 ] 
< Or fplit him, like a mackrel, with a CLEAVER, 
<¢ And fend the monfter to Sin Asuton Lever! 
«JT never deard, nor ever read in Books, 


<¢ That Kincs had Licences to fhave thew Cooks 3 


a“ 


‘ Never did I a thing like this difcover, 


a 


‘ Altho’ ’ve read my Bisve three times over. 

‘* There, never K-~g like ours fo bad behav’d! 

‘© What! {wear his Cooxs and Scuttions fhall be fhav’d! 
“< Did Davip, SAuL, or SoLomon fuch things? 

‘¢ No!—then for Godfake, why fhould Chri/tian Kings? 

‘© Although they own’d no Button-making pow’rs, 

‘© Of Wispom they poffefs’d as much as Ours. r 
‘© Had thofe fame Kins once dar’d to thave their Jews, 

«¢ They had not I:v’d one hour to tell the News— 

‘© But died (like wicked Haman) in their Suoks ! 

¢* Speak, brothers — you ftand as firm a8 ROCKS la 


«* For ME !—No Kine on earth fhall crop my locks. 


' 66 Sooner. 


— -—_ a 


C 19 ] 

‘¢ Sooner fhall Madam Schwellenberg* the jade 
‘¢ Yield up her fav’rite perquifites of trade, 
‘¢ Give up her facred Majefty’s old Gown, 
‘¢¢ Caps, Aprons, PETTICOATS, without a Frown: 
‘¢ Sue! who for ever ftudies Miscu1rErF—SHE, 
‘© Who foon will be as bufy as a bee, 
‘© ‘To get the liberty of locks enflav’d, 
‘© And every harmlefs Cook al Scullion /hav’d:— 
«© SHE! who hath got more infolence and pride, 


¢¢ God mend her heart! than half the world befide : 


«¢ Suz! who, of guttling fond, ftuffs down more meat, 


*6 God help her ftomach ! than ten men can eat! 
«¢ SHE! who will {well the uproar of the houfe, 
«¢ And tell the K--g damn’d lies about the LOUSE, 
‘¢ When probably that Loufe (a vile old trull !) 


‘¢ Was born and nourifh’d in her own grey fcull. 


* Miftrefs of the Robes to her Majefty. 


6¢ Sooncr 


[ 20 ] 
*¢ Sooner the room fhall buxom Nanny* guit, 


r4 


n 


Where oft fhe charms her mafter with her w/j— 


¢ 


w 


Tells tales of ev’ry body, ev'ry thing, 


¢ 


w 


From honeft courtiers to the thieves who fwing— 


¢ 


a“ 


Waits on her S n whift he reads Dé/patches, 


6 


a“ 


And wilcly winds up State AFFAIRS or WATCHEs. 


«© Sooner the Prince (may Heav’n his income mend!) 


w 


Shall guit his bottle, muftrefs, and his friend--- 


6 


Lat 


SooneE fhall ham from fowl and turkey part ! 

‘¢ And SturFinG leave a calf’s or bullock’s heart! 

¢¢ Sooner fhall toafted cheefe take leave of mutftard! 
‘¢ And from the codlin tart be torn the cuftard! 

‘© Sooner thefe hands the glorious haunch {hall fpoil, 


‘ss And allt our melted butter turn to oil! 


6 


aA 


Sooner our pious K--g, with ‘pious face, 


~ 


_ Sit down to dinner without faying grace, 


* Buxom Nanny—a female fervant of the Palace, who cen/aytly attends the 
K—g when he reads the difpatches. 
‘* And 


[ 2 ] 
‘6 And ev’ry night, falvation pray’rs put forth, 
‘© For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North! 
s¢ Sooner fhall fafhion order frogs and fnails, 
‘© And difh-clouts ftick eternal to our tails. 


f 
° 4 . 
‘6 Let G—--GE view MINISTERS with /urly Looks, 


‘© Abufe’em, kick ’em but revere his Cooks!” 


‘¢ What, loofe our locks!” (reply’d the roafting Crew) 


“~ 
“w 


To Barbers yield ’em ? Damme if we do! 
‘© Be /hav'd like foreign Docs, one daily meets, 
‘© Naked and blue, and fhiv’ring in the {treets ? 

‘s And from the Palace be a/bam’d to range, 


<¢ For fear the world fhould think we had the mange ; 


‘¢ By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 


6 


Broad-grinning wh--es, and ridiculing wives !” 
‘6 Sons of the Spit,” (the Major cry’d again) 
‘¢ |’m glad your fconces boaft a little brain ; 


F sé Yet 


[ 22 ] 


' 6 Yet ere for OpposITION we prepare, 


a 


w 


‘ Ler us draw up a /fenfible PETITION, 


** And doldly tell the M CH our CoNDITION: 


‘* Soon as our fad complaint he hears us utter, 
‘© His gracious heart may melt away like butter; 


‘¢ Fair Mercy fhine amidft our gloomy houfe, 


‘s And anger’d M 


‘ And fight the Grorirous Cause of Heaps of Harr, 
y forget the LOUSE.” 


END OF THE FIRST CANTO. | 


- 
a an <a, Este, —aee | 


ER R A T A. 


Page 5, line 8, in/flcad of the line, 


Juft like a DOG unto th’ affrighted fkics, 
Read, 


Juft like a DOG that leaves th’ affrightcd {kies. 


Page 7, after the line, 
But luckily he pitch’d upon his Heap! 


—the following lines and note were accidentally omitted : 


Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 
Convulfive on the patriotic Burke, 

When guilty of ceconomy, the crime! 
Edmund wide wander’d from the ¢rue fublime, 
And, cat-like, watchful of the flefh and fith, 
Cribb’d from the R-y-I table many a difh— 
Gaug’d, moft Excifeman-like, the M 
Each apple told, and number’d ev’ry nut ; 


ch’s gut, 


Convinc’d that (in his fcheme of ftate-falvation) 
To farve* the PALACE, was to fave the NArion. 


* His M——y was really reduced fome time fince to a moft mortifying dilemma: 
The apples at dinner-time having been, by too great a liberality to the children, ex- 
pended, the K—g ordered a fupply, but was informed that the BoarD or GREEN 
CLoTH would poftively allow no more. Enraged at the unexpected and waroyal dif- 
appointment, he furioufly put his hand in his pocket, took out fixpence, fent out a 
PAGE for two pennyworth of pippins, and received the change. 


DOS 


